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the rebellions in Caesar's time, before Quintus was
born. They were talking it over one day when all at
once one of the Druids went by, glaring at them, his
white robe flapping and stuck over with burrs and
thorns from the wood, and a great mass of wet mistle-
toe in his arms. The centurion started and frowned:
'That looks bad!' and then, half excusing himself,
'It's that sick sort of green -1 never could stand it
somehow!'

That evening Nertorix was not there for supper,
and none of the children seemed to be about. Quin-
tus was rather bored and decided to go to bed early.
As he got up, yawning, he suddenly saw his hostess,
the pale Mottu, running with her arms up straight
across the far end of the hall, and heard the thin echo
of a cry, a little short screech like a bat, before she was
gone. He rubbed his eyes, wondering for a minute if
it was quite real.

He pulled the blanket over his ears, but even so he
could still hear rain drumming on the roof above him
and could not get to sleep at once. But by and bye he
began to doze off, half dreaming. And woke with a
start and saw Mottu come creeping in, guarding the
flame of a little lamp that showed her white face and
eyes wild and big and shining at him. He sat up, wide
awake at once, and noticed that the rain had stopped.
Mottu had her finger to her lips and when she spoke
it was so low he could hardly hear. 'They came, to-day/
she whispered; 'they took Brigon.' And then she
shook so that the lamp dripped over her hands.
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